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Here was a little Man, and he woo'd a little Maid, 
And he ſaid my little Maid will you wed ? 

I have little more to ſay, than will you yea or nay * ? 
For little ſaid is ſoon mended. 


Then this little Maid ſhe ſaid, little Sir you” ve little ſaid, 
To induce a little Maid for to wed; 

Lou muſt ſay a little more, and muſt add a little dower, 

Eer J make a little print in your bed. 


Then this little Man reply'd, if you'll be my little bride, 
PII raiſe my love note a little higher ; 
Tho' I little love to prate, yet you'll find my heart is great, 
With the little God of Love all on fire. 


hs Then the little Maid the ſaid, your fire may warm the bad, 
But what ſhall we do for to eat ? 


Will the flames you're only rich. in, make a fre in the kitchen, 


And the little God of Love turn the ſpit ? 


Then this little Man he fat, and ſome ſay a little cry'd, 
And his little heart was big all with ſorrow; 
I 'I be your little Slave, and if the little that I have, 

Be too little, little Dear I will borrow. 


Then this little Man ſo ſhent, made the little Maid lene. 
And ſet her little ſoul a thinking; 
Tho! his little was but ſmall, yet ſhe had his little all, 
And could have of a Cat but her ſkin. 


